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“When I TTaa a’inaiSen fsir and vouag. 

On tlie pleiiva 't hoi ps of 
H'o Im«3 Hi tt ’ti ^hp »r< eiiwood sing 
Was • ali so ligte»ny fi®6, 

My hpftBt fie er keat'witli ifiylng feet, 

Tho -iore sung-me &s qnee®, 

Tifi (IiWH ti e glw rode Sa- 
Who wore iho ’’Jacket gretra, 

Young Oh iuaii'safr on his gall&iat^ey 
Like a king ■ n a royal seat, 

-An‘'l my i eaft leape ! out on his regft! 

To worship at his feet, 
t) lore had yo I (ome in these eolors dreSl 
And woned with a soldier mien, 

Y,d hers la'd my kead on your throbfng, 
b?ei% 

L«r I ha nke f f yocr nket green; 

Vs hoarded Weltb did aij lore arrest, 

Bare the good|s»oHl he bore’ ^ 

But 1 loved liiiii lor himsolF alone. 

And the colors that he wore, 

Fori had he eoine in England's re4^ 

To tnahe me En^ar d's qn wi, 

X‘d rove th -ihigh green fWls inst<ad, ’ 
'For-the SDkeiot‘th«“ Irisht'S-reen, 

hen AVi liam stortnell with sh<i>t &i sheSI'^ 
AMha walls of Garry own, 
jfn the breiicii of death uiy Uhonaid fell 
And he sloops near the Tieaty Store. 
ii» that brerioli t <e foeman uover cfost^ 

Whi e he swung his hroad-swerd fce^ 
ifiat l doaot weop my darling i»st, 

Tor befell iieatk his ftegofGrten 

When Batgfield sa'I'd away L west. 

As I heard the wild ochou© 

^ '«lt them deait ias the men who-«lept» 
Neath the wal »of Oarryowo, 

While Lrelaud.heldiiay jadiouai h4est^ 

Vo. wild seas rolled between, 

J still could told him to myiqroast,* 

And robed m his “driali Green, 

My soulhas’sohbed like »ave>ef woe 
That sad over lomdstoRes'break, 

For I buried ray Heart in his-gr|Lge halow, 
Fr his& for Ireland s sake. 

And Tery viake way for the sdldi6r% briS* 
In your hftlls of dseith sad-queen, 
iFor f loeg td rest fey my trtieiiovo‘s site, 
A«d wrapt ic your folds of Gro^n, 


I saw the 8hon®o»i's Fnrple tide, 

Ro I by the Irisli town. 

■A* 1 stoodiiu the breiieh by Dhonal s side, 
lVhen‘'Eii^iatid‘s.flag wm dowu. 

And n-iW itiowrs wltsfl I’seetithestii* 
Like the hlood-red (lUTse lietweea 
jF *cep but *tis ooi w- mane sigJka 
■Willdluat ‘ Irish (ire«n, * 


•O Ire.laiid Bad cm thy Im.cly eotik ■ 

And load bents the winter sea, 

•But sadder & higher tlie wdd wavea rttS 
Trom the hearts that break for lh«e 
ii et griei shall cwiiie to your hoarbess foec 
And their throaeein ths dgst kt mi%j 
1^80 Iriish maids Ijive boko but these 
AVhtMvear the ‘-'ihrketS 


